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clet, in black enamelled letters, the words
" In memory of." The stone, which
evidently must have been inscribed \vith
some name, was missing. The wretch
made no fight, but died like a cur, with
my blade through his back. Observing
that his cummurdundlyulged considerably,
I unrolled it; and out of its folds fell
a quantity of rupees and other things,
among which was the ring, which I took,
leaving the rest of the loot for any one
who might be Inclined to pick it up. I
placed the ring on one of my fingers,
resolving, when the opportunity should
offer, to have a bloodstone inserted in it,
with the date 1857.
To my great regret, later in the day, I
found that the ring, which was rather
loose for my finger, had slipped off it,
and was lost.
It will be admitted that when we join-
ed the rendezvous at Jhujjur we had*
during the past forty-eight hours, done
a fair share of work ; but more was in
store for us. The Nawab was a pri-
soner in the hands of the General, who